Streams, rocks, caves lone, and oaks, the legatees
of silence in the woods, since I have spent
of all my sighs the last, green notaries,
seal with your leaves a lover's testament.
Serve me as clerks, and scribble, ancient trees,
my sorrows on your bark, that their extent
may wax with yours and mark the place with these
where bloodless, cold and dumb a spectre went.
I perish, slain by a fair cruel maid,
who, knowing neither love, nor law, nor faith,
dabbles upon my blood with tigrish rage.
Forests, farewell. Farewell, you verdant shade
of happy trees, untroubled by Love's wraith
or his bright Mother that maddens the most sage.